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Editorial:  Feeling the heat

Deborah Green  Whitecliffe College of Arts and Design, ANZJAT Co-Editor

I’m itchy to my very bones. The heat of the 
devastating fires is raging across the Tasman Sea 
from Australia to sear our hillsides. It pushes me 
partially outside of myself. I am elsewhere and 
yet not sure of my bearings in any place. This 
displacement is not a good location from which 
to begin writing an editorial – or is it? Heeding 
Bettina Evans’ call in ‘Land of AWE: Exploring the 
connection between walking and arts therapy’, I 
take my edgeways-self on a tramp. Venturing forth 
into the 35-degree heat, and scuffing dust where 
damp grasses normally caress my ankles, I climb 
the tracks into the Port Hills above Christchurch, 
New Zealand. I send a call out – I’m not sure 
to whom or what – for fresh ways of ‘seeing’ as 
I trudge upwards, hoping that Carla van Laar’s 
invitation in ‘Seeing her stories’ might help me 
experience this literal and metaphoric landscape 
anew. I am quickly answered. I spot a small 
hunched form beside the track. This weathered 

and withered shell, a leathery envelope encasing 
small bones and dark hollows, has long been 
vacated by the vitality it once hosted.  

I stand dumb for some time, the sun beating 
on my bare head. My physical being, while 
immovably rooted to the spot, is alive to the heat. 
My feet are large and pulsing in my dusty sandals, 
my glasses sloppily gripping the bridge of my damp 
nose. While my body is heavy and stuck, throbbing 
with sensation, my inner life is strangely quiet. 
Despite closely observing this grisly offering, I feel 
very little emotion.

As I stare into the empty eyes of the dead hare, 
Jody Thomson’s moving creation, ‘Working with 
death through art and story’, awakens in me. I 
commune with the small corpse before me, a tiny 
grain of sand in the wider ocean of death and 
destruction awash in our ANZACATA region. I am 
visited by the climate crisis throbbing in the heat 
all around me. I am visited by the creatures and 

Figure 1. Deborah Green, The hare, 2020, photographic collage. 
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people and lands consumed by the Australian fires. 
I am visited by those ravaged during the mass 
shooting that shattered our sense of peace in New 
Zealand. I am visited by the coronavirus slithering 
through Asia and beyond, spreading death and 
discrimination in its wake. I am transfixed in the 
beam of the hare’s vacuous stare, frozen, inert, 
powerless in the glare of these tumultuous dark 
happenings that cast long shadows into the space 
between the previous and this new edition of 
ANZJAT. I contemplate how, face-to-face with 
death in the form of this small carcass on the 

singed grass, my emotions numb and my body 
seizes into frozen stasis, opening the floodgates to 
a deluge of shadows.

With effort, I wrench myself free of the hare’s 
unseeing but hypnotic gaze.

I know I need to move to counter this dark 
stupor. I lumber on heavy unwilling legs into the 
hills, raising my transfixed gaze from the abyss.  
I begin to find breath, the contraction eases, I come 
present to the blue of the sky, the gold in the grass, 
the patterns of life and movement all round. 

As the shapes and colours and scents and 
sounds wash in, my imagination unclenches.  
I wonder about this entanglement of stuckness 
and movement, inertia and agency, freeze and 
release. Those who research neurobiological 
and psychological trauma, such as Bessel van 
der Kolk, Stephen Porges and Peter Levine 
arrive in my meandering thoughts (Levine, 
2010; Porges, 2011; van der Kolk, 2014). I trace a 
thread of their ideas about using symbolic and 
body-aware creative processes to soothe and 
awaken the capacity to move out of the freeze 
response. I bring this curiosity alongside the 
current ANZJAT – remembering that art therapy 
emerged in some places in response to the stifling 
trauma experienced by soldiers in World War II 
(Hill, 1945; Campanelli & Kaplan, 1996; Henzell, 
1997; Westwood & Linnell, 2011) and noticing 
the way Jordan Williams, Ian Drayton, Owen 
Bullock and Geoff Grey continue and enliven 
this tradition. Pondering the variegated ways the 

Figure 2. Deborah Green, Hare-glare, 2020, digitally 
altered photograph. 

Figure 3. Deborah Green, Noticings, 2020, photographic collage. 
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compellingly beautiful as I spell out ‘stasis’ and am 
moved by the juxtaposition of the letters’ gracious 
organic curves and their leathery deadness.  

On the beach, in the company of this 
anchoring word, I call to mind the author–creators 
responsible for the wide array of works in this 
edition. In quiet reverie and buoyed by the 
ongoing push and pull of the waves, I craft a lens 
from my inquisitiveness about how movements 
generated within the creative process can shift 
stuckness. Lens in hand, I roam through the 
contributions. Alongside the pieces that journeyed 
into the dry hills with me, Phillipa Tayler’s ‘Mind 
the gap’ invites us into the vitality and liveliness 
evoked via artworks created and exhibited by 
clinical and teaching staff of the Master of Arts 
Therapy program of the University of Western 
Sydney. ‘Mandala a day’ documents Michelle 
Morgan’s movement through being “unable to 
direct [her] energy productively” into a renewed 
sense of vigour through a year-long process of 
daily mandala creation. In a flowing video and 
soundscape that shifts and awakens body and 
soul, Anita Lever takes us on a multimedia journey 
as she respond in ‘The gathering’ to the launch 
of the book Art Therapy in Australia: Taking a 
postcolonial, aesthetic turn. ‘When words are not 
enough’ showcases an exhibition by art therapists 
from the Blue Mountains and Nepean Art Therapy 
Regional Group in a rich layering of artworks and 
words that embodies the way art therapists use 
their own creative processes to explore, query, 
trouble, uncover, enliven and move through stuck 
places. Professor Ephrat Huss, interviewed by 

Figure 4. Deborah Green, Stasis, 2020, natural materials assemblage photograph. 

articles, interviews and creative contributions 
demonstrate the liberating breath of creative 
activity, I imaginatively walk the virtual hills and 
valleys of this 2019/early 2020 edition and feel I 
am journeying with the author–creators as they 
explore and document the way the arts used 
therapeutically may reconnect us with motion and 
emotion and thereby entice the flow of life back 
into stuck places. Inspired by the significance of 
place and the virtuosity of scale in this collection 
of articles, I contemplate how, in the work of 
Kelly Reedy and Daniel Wong, ‘Shared narratives’ 
emerge from the microspaces of memory boxes and 
generate hope, within and beyond walls.

I heed the need to further challenge the dry 
bulk of the still hills by answering the dynamic call 
of the ocean. On the West Coast of New Zealand, 
I am in wild and unspoilt terrain. Initially, I turn 
away from the solace of the ever-moving ocean, 
the rounded pebbles tumbled and rumbling in the 
waves, the dancing piwakawaka (fantails). I take 
my contemplation on bringing creative mobility 
to stuckness into a small secretive cove where I 
potter about on the hot sand, gathering dried kelp 
washed to shore and stranded to desiccate and 
harden in the sharp sun. This stranded seaweed is 
scorched and breaks under pressure with a crack 
like a gunshot. It echoes the mummified hare, 
the stories thrumming within our regions and 
the themes in this edition’s contributions – stuck 
and engrained distress, trauma, pain, overwhelm, 
illness, despair, directionlessness, injury, silence, 
loss, fear and grief grooved deep into the soul. 
The kelp’s richly textured curlicues are also 



p.8  ANZJAT

Fiona Gardner in ‘Explorations of context’, speaks 
of movements within the world at large and more 
specifically within the foundations of our work, 
entreating arts therapists to move in sync with 
the evolving needs of clients and the worlds they 
inhabit. Sarah Moore details the contribution made 
by arts therapy to communicating and managing 
the lived experience of chronic back pain by 
helping participants shift towards a greater sense of 
agency and identity. In ‘Imprinted’ Louise Morton 
narrates the way Focusing-Orientated Arts Therapy 
through simple printmaking invited teenage girls 
to alter and broaden their perspectives. Jessie 
Brooks-Dowsett’s article, ‘Restoring ownership’, 

explores ways in which multi-modal arts therapy 
has enabled mental health professionals and clients 
to move beyond the limits of verbal language and 
communicate their lived experiences and thereby 
regain a sense of agency.  

Stasis. This parched word holds so much, 
and I’m tempted to linger. The sun is raw on my 
burning skin, however, and I emerge from my 
reverie. Just as I needed to extricate my transfixed-
self from the sapping hollows of the hare’s empty 
eye-sockets, incipient sunburn suggests I shift 
these stagnant syllables into movement, to invite 
the return of breath, life and energy. I call on the 
etheric chorus of author–creators who have joined 

Figure 5. Deborah Green, Stasis-glare, 2020, digitally altered photograph. 

Figure 6. Elske Reyneke-Barnard, Opening ceremony and group dance: ANZACATA symposium, 2019, 
photographic collage. 
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me on the beach, requesting that – just as they 
have done for their clients and themselves – they 
companion me as I move back into the flow of life. 
I am rewarded with a visitation of the deep sense 
of communitas I experienced as we clustered in 
the heat to open the 2019 ANZACATA Symposium 
in Brisbane. And I am reminded that agency also 
resides in the things that connect us and that  
move us. 

I stand and, stepping back, am disrupted once 
again. I experience a deep visceral contraction 
when I realise I have placed the word so far up 
the beach that it mimics the leathery hare and 
is unlikely to taste the softening and enlivening 
caress of the ocean until the next tide. I breathe 
deeply against this tightening and, alongside Lucy 
Bolger, Kirsten Meyer and the other creative arts 
therapists who spoke with them, I imagine the 
‘Confluences and convergences’ that the inrush 
of the salty water will eventually bring. As often 
happens in therapy with clients, in teaching with 
students, in research with readers, and in choosing 
and editing journal contributions, we must step 
away and trust the ocean will swirl in and reclaim 
our efforts, reconfiguring them into something 
different, into a liveliness that moves beyond us. 

I walk away up the beach with the warm grainy 
sand between my toes, the cool damp breeze on 
my back and the roar and hiss of the waves having 
soothed some of the itchiness in my bones. I 
carry this hope and breathe it into this edition of 
ANZJAT as we send it into the world to offer some 
creative ease for the hot darknesses ensnaring our 
regions and selves. 
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